THE  DBAMA.
country's shame. Then it was., that one man stepped forward to denounce the shameless scandal. It might have seemed that a clerical outlaw, like Jeremy Collier, aiming his Mows at his own political friends, would prove only a sorry champion of such a desperate cause against all the genius and fashion and power of the age. But there is a majesty in purity and honour, before wliich baseness recoils overawed. The smooth pebble from the brook, slung with fearless hand, smote the great intellectual giant of the age In the brow; and the " towering crest of Dry den " fell before his dauntless assailant. Dryden, a chief offender, retracted, e( In many things/"7 he wrote, " he has taxed me justly and I have pleaded guilty." Dryden retracted; and Ms retractation stands recorded as a warning* to all future times. But no retractation can unprint the printed page; no retractation can wipe out the stain on our literature; no retractation can arrest the spread of the poison, through the veins of generations yet unborn.
But we have not fallen so low as this. The profligacy and profaneness, the shameless parade of vice, which disgraced the drama of that ill-starred period, would be revolting to our good taste now. We need not fear any recurrence to such a state of things. Yes; there is perhaps